1he Complaint Ot a Zinner. 
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Hriſt is my lone he loned me, 8 wert Chriſt my lone, J mult confefſe, 
when J was wꝛetch fozlozne | X the cauſe of all mp paine. 
True God from all efernitte, ' Path bene my owne diſlopall heart, 


true man of Virgin bo2ne: that would not true remains: 

He pierc'd the Heavens, de came toearth, 8 But ſought foz pleaſure here below, 
foz me his blood fo ſpill; © that ſoule and body kill: 

Pet 5zough my ſinnes J haue him loſt, And bzake my pꝛomiſe mede to thee, 
woe wozth my froward will: Þ alas my froward will. 

The bonny Broome, the well favour'd Broom NM The bonny broome, &c, 


the broome bloomes faire on hill : | 
Him have 1 loſt thatloved me belt, Long bane J dwelt in Kedars tente, 

my love againſt his will. and long in Meſhech binden : 
And from thy pzeſence full of icy, 
my ket haue long time Qivben, 
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My crooked wayes, my words pꝛophane, 


Py thoughts to evill inclinde, © Yer on my barren heart O Lozd, 
Path made this Love tolightly me, ſame dꝛops of Mace viftil! : 

and ſhew himſelſe unkinde „ MT hit 7 may finde thy lone againe, 
Thus doe I ſpend my dayes in care, 2 and cgan ge my irowird will. 


The bunny broome, &c. 


my nights in mourning ill: 
For looſing him that !ov's me beſt, 
mite my froward will. 
me, &c. 


Oh, let me ſozrow foʒ my ſinne, 
and hate wy rufhfol! race, 

Ch let my ſiliy ſoulc ente, 
the fanovr d thy face: 

Till chon fozget thine vnkindnelle, 
and { mp mourning (till, 

And with a fre refozmed heart, 
renounce my froward will, 
The bouny broome, &c. 
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't piece of monep loſt, 
't childe ſoꝛloʒne: 
ndꝛing ſherpe © Lozd, 
o be fone. 
! 52d and finde me out, 
' tolo ontill, 
ngels map teiopce, 
will 
me, &c. 


'F the bloody ſtreames, 
10unds ſo wide 
hy Dating dedte, 
if me gulde 
':5,tualt eome, 
ill, 
10 fe ale, 
Will. 
» well favour d Broon 
$ faire on hill, 
ite amend, 
thy wall, 


